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The McWilliams Special.

By Frank H.
Spearman.
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D there its nose into our di-
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and Foley—pulled off No. 1 with

the last of the 265 miles which still
lay between the distressed man and
his unfortunate child,

From McCloud to Ogalalla there is a
good bit of twisting and slewing; but
looking east from Athens a marble
dropped between iSe ralls might roll
clear into the Ogalalla yards. It is
& sixty-mile grade, the ballast of slag,
and the sweetest, springiest bed un-
der steel.
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To cover those sixty miles In better
than ffty minutes was like picking

| them off the ponies: and the Five-Nine

breasted the Morgan divide, fretting
for more hills to climb.

The Five-Nine—for that matter any
of the sky-scrapers are built to
balance ten or a dozen sleepers,
and when you run them light they
have a fashion of rooting their
nogses into the track. A modest up-
grade just about counters this tenden-
€y; but on a slump and a stiff clip and
no tail to speak of, you feel as if the
drivers_were going to buck up on the
ponles every once in awhile, How-
ever, they never do, and George whis-
tled for Scarboro junction, and . 180
miles and two waters, in 198 minutes
out of MeCloud; and, leoking happy,
cussed Mr, McWilllams a little and
gave her another hatful of steam.

It is getting down a hill, like the
hills of the Mattaback valley, at such
a pace that pounds the track out of
shape. The Five-Nine lurched at the
curves like a mad woman, shook free
with very fury, and if the baggage car
had not been fairly loaded down with
the grief of McWilliams it must have
Jumped the rails a dozen times In as
many minutes.

Indeed, the flreman—it was Jerry
MacElroy—twisting and shifting be-
tween the tender and the (furnace,
looked for the first time grave, and
stole a questioning glance from the
steam gauge towards Georgie.

But yet he didn't expect to see the
boy, his face set ahead and down the
| track, straighten so suddenly up,
in the lever and close at the instant
{on the air. Jerry feit her stumble un-
| der his feet—caught up like a girl in
a skipping rope—and, grabbing a
brace, looked, like a wise stoker, for
his answer out of his window. There,
far ahead, it rose in hot curling clouds
of smoke down among the alfalfa
meadows and over the sweep of wil-
lows along the Mattaback river. The
Mattaback bridge was on fire, with
the McWilllams Special on one side
and Denver on the other,

Jerry MacEiroy yelled—the engineer
didn’t even look around; only whistled
an alarm back to Pat Francis, eased
her down the grade a bit, like a man
reflecting, and watched the amoke and
that rose to bar the McWil-
liams Special out of Denver.

The Five-Nine skimmed across the
meadows without a break, and pulled
up a hundred feet from the burning
It was an old Howe truss,
and snapped like pop corn as the flames
the rotten shed,
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forward.
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A roar went up The little engineer
shook his cap and with a flirting, snak-
ing slide, the McWilliams Special drew
young Mc- | slipping away M ween the shining rails
grumblied | for the
ing, as he | Just how Me \\l'lhmn felt we had no
i means of hnm\m. but we knew our
hearts would not beat freely until his
infernal special should slide safely over

Stons

on

going
, “but

turned Sinclair.

“You don’'t mean you'd try it?”

“Would 1? Wouldn't I? You know
the orders. That bridge is good for
an hour yet, Pat, If you're game, I'll
run it"”

“Holy smoke,” mused Pat Pramcis,
who would have run the river with-
out any bridge at all if so ordered.
“They told us to deliver the goods,
didn't they?”

“We might ag wellthe starting, Pat,”
suggested Jerry MacElroy, who depre-
cated losing good time, “There’ll be
plenty of time to talk after we get
into Denver, or the Mattaback.”

“Think quick, Pat,” urged Sinelair;
his safety was popping murder.

“Back her up, then, and let her go,”
cried Francis; “I'd just as lief have
that baggage car at the bottom of the
river as on my hands any longer.”

There was some sharp tooting, then
the McWilliams Speeial, backed;
backed away across the meadow, halt-
ed, and screamed hard enough to wake
the dead. Georgie was trying to warn
the section men. At that instant the
door of the baggage car opened and
& sharp-featured young man peered
out.

“What's the row—what's all this
screeching about, conduetor?” he
asked, as Francis passed.

“Bridge burning ahead there.”

“Bridge burning!™ he cried, looking
nervously forward. “Well, that's a
deal. What you going to do about
nr

“Run it. Are you

“McWilllams? }
one minute. I'm one

“Where is he?”

“I left him on La Balle street yes-
terday afternoon.”

“What's your name?”

“Just plain Ferguson.”

McWilliams 7™
wish I was for just
of his clerks.”

“Well, Ferguson, it's none of my
business, but as long as we're going
{to put you into Denver or into the
jriver in about a minute, I'm curious
to know what the blazes you're hust-
ling along this way for.”
| ne? I've got twelve hundred
| thousand dollarg in gold coin in
| this car for the Sierra Leone National

Felix |

|

rh-l

bank—that's all. Didn't you know that
five big banks there closed their doors
yesterday. Worst panic in the United
States, That's what I'm here for, and
five huskies with me eating and sleep-
ing in this car,” continued Ferguson,
looking ahead, “You're not going to
tackle the bridge, are you?”"
“We are, and right off. If there's
of your huskies want to drop ocut,
| now’s their chance,” said Pat Fr.m-
cis, as Sinclair slowed up for his run,
Ferguson called his men. The five
with their rifles came cautiously for-
ward.
“Boys,”
“ther
Ruys are
not in
chance.
stay

S any

said Ferguson, briefly,
a bridge afire ahead. These
going to try to run it. It's
your contract, that kind of a
Do you want to get off? 1
with the specie myseif. You can

do exactly as you please. Murray,
what do you say?” he asked, address-
ing the leader of the force, who ap-
peared to weigh about 260

“What do I say?" echoed Murray,
with decision, as he looked for a soft
place to alight alongside the track. “I
say I'l! drop out right here I don't
mind train robbers, but I don’t tackle
a burning bridge—not if 1 know it,”

and he jumped off.
“Well, Peaters,” asked Ferguson of
the sec nnd man, coolly, “do you want

* echoed Peaters, looking ahead
mass of flame leaping upward—
stay? Well, not in a thousand

at the
“me
Vears.
guson, and send my

check to 439 Mil-
avenue, if you please.
good-day.”

waukee
tlemen,
ters

And off went avery last man of the
valorous detectives except one lame
fellow, whe said he would just as lief
be dead as alive, anyway, and declared
he would stay with Ferguson and die
rich!

Sineclair, thinking he might never get
another chance, was whistling sharply
for orders. Francis, breathless with
the news, ran forward,

“Coin? How much?

And off went Pea-

Twelve hun-

dred thousand., Whew!" cried Sinclair.

| “Swing up, Pat. We're oft.”

The Five-Nine gathered herself with
a spring. Even the engineer's heart
(quailed as they got headway.
| He knew his business, and he
{knew that if only the rails
hadn’t buckled they were perfectly
safe, for the heavy truss would stand
a lot of burning before giving way
under a swiftly moving train. Only,
as they flew nearer, the blaze rolling
up in depse volume looked horribly
threatening, After all it was fool-
hardy, and he felt it; but he was past
the stopping now, and he pulled the
choker to the limit, It seemed as if
she never covered steel so fast. Un-
der the head she now had the crackling

four hundred—three hundred—two hun-
dred feet, and there was no

on the track. The McWilllams Special
was just a tremendous arrow, shooting
through a truss of fire, and half a

the river waiting for the catastrophe.

Jerry MacElroy crouched low under
the gauges.
box and stood with a hand on the
throttle and a hand on the air, the
glass crashing around his head llke
hail, A blast of fiery air and flying
cinders burned and choked him. The
engine, alive with danger, flew llke a
great monkey along the writhing steel.
So quick, so black, so hot the blast, and
so terrific the leap, she stuck her nose
into clean air before the men in the
cab could rise to it.

There was a heave in the middle like
the lurch of a seasick steamer, and
with it the Five-Nine got her paws on
cool jron and solid ground, and the
Mattaback and the blaze—all except a
dozen tongues which licked the cab

You can have my gun, Mr. Fer- |
|

vl
Gen. |
*0= | That

and the roof of the baggage car a
minute—were behind. Georgie Sinclair,
shaking the hot glass out of his hair,

4 looked ahead through his frizzled eye-
sink |

lids and gave her a full head for the
western bluffs of the valley; then he
looked at his watch.

It was the hundred and ninefieth
mile post just at her nose, and the
dial read 8 o'clock and 55 minutes to a
second. There was an hour to the
good and seventy-six miles and a wa-
ter to cover; but they were geventy-

anywhere, and the Five-Nine reeled
them. off like a cylinder press. 8ev-
enty-nine minutes later Sinclair whis-
tled for the Denver yards.

There was a tremendous commotion
among the waiting engines. If there
was one there were fifty big locomo-
tives . waiting to charivari the Me-
Williams Special. The wires had told
the story in Denver long before, and
as the Five-Nine sailed ponderously
up the gridiron every mogul, every
consolidated, every ten-wheeler, every
hog, every switch-bumper, every air
hose screamed an uproarious welcome
to Georgie Sinc¢lair and the sky-
Scraper, |

They had broken every record from
McCloud to Denver, and all knew it;
but as the McWilliams Speclal drew
swiffly past, every last man in the
yards stared at her cracked, peeled,
blistered, haggard looks.

‘“What the deuce have you bit into?"
cried the depot master, as the Five-
Nine swept splendidly up and stopped
with her battered ey: hard on the
depot clock.

“Mattaback bridge is burned; bad to
crawl over on the strinkers,” answered
Sinclair, coughing up a cinder,

“Where's McWilliams 3

“Baek there sitting on his 'grief, I
reckon,”

While the crew went up to register,
two big four-horse trucks backed up
to the baggage car, and in a minute
a dozen men were rolling specie kegs
out of ‘the door, which was smashed
in, as being quicker tham to tear open
the barricades.

Sinclair, MacElroy, and Francis with
his brakeman were surrounded by a
crowd of railroad men. As they stood
answering questions a big, prosperous
looking banker, with black rings under
his eyes, pushed in towards them, ac-
compa@ied by the lame fellow, who
had missed the chance of a lifetime to
die rich, and by Ferguson, who had
told the story.

The banker shook hands with each
one of the crew. “You've saved us,
boys. We needed it. There’s a mob of
5000 of the worst scared people in
America_clamoring at the doors; and,
by the ®ternal,
every one of them. Come up
bank, I want you to ride
with the coin, all of you.”

It was an uncommonly
casion, but an wuncommonly enthu-
siastic one. Fifty policemen made
the escort and cleared the way for
the trucks to pull up
walk, so the porters could lug the kegs
nf gold into the bhank before the very
eyes of the rattled depositors.

In an hour the run was broken. But
when the four railroad men left the
bank, after all sorts of hugging by
excited direetors, they carried not only
the blessings of the officials, but each
in his vest pocket a check, every one
of which discounted the biggest vouch-
er ever drawn on the west end for a
month's pay; though I viclate no con-
fidence in stating that Georgie Sin-
clair's was bigger than any two of the
others. And this is how it happens
that there hangs in the directors’ room
of the Sierra Leone National a very
creditable portrait of the kid engi-
neer,

Besidegs paying tariff on the specie,
the bank paid for a new coat of paint
for the MeWiiliams special from ca-
boose to pilot. She was the last train
across the Mattaback for two weeks. :
(Copyright, 1900, by Frank H. Spearman.)
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Do You Want to Yawn?

Feel cold shiverings, aching in the
bones, lack of energy, headache and
great depressions? These symptoms
may be followed by violent headache,
high fever, extreme Dnervousness, a
condition known as malaria. Herbine
cures it. ‘Take it before the disease
gets a fair hold, though it will work a
cure in any stage. J. A. Hopkins,
Manchester, Kan., writes: “I have used
yvour great medicine, Herbine, for sev-
eral years. There is nothing better
for malaria, chills and fever, headache,
biliousness, ‘and for a blood-purifying
tonic, there is nothing as good.” 50¢ at
Z. C. M. 1. drug dept.

The Egotist.
(Philadelphia Press,)

Towne—He does think an awful lot of
himself. that's a fact: but he certainly is
bright.

Browne—What a ridiculous speech, Tf
he were really bright he'd only have to
think a little bit to get onto himself,

-

NIP IT IN THE BUD.

First Appearance of Dandruff a Fore-
runner of Future Baldness.

such is the case has been con-
clusively proven by scientific research.
Professor Unna, the noted European skin
specialist. declares that dandruff is the
burrowed-uo cuticle of the scalp, caused
by parasites destroying the vitality in the
halr bulb, The hair becomes lifeless, and,
in time, falls out. This can be prevented.
Newbro's Herniﬂd; k}i!l‘l‘s thxg dandrurg
Re the r to its natw
mrttun"e- and abbndancy.
Herpicide is now used by thousands of
people—all satisfied that it is the most
wonderful hair preparation on the mar-
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shut off, He wanted no push or pull !
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ket today. Send 1 centa in stamps for
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3 LOOK OVER THESE BARGAINS

They will Certainly Interest You.

241

Iotwocn’Second\.ad Third .-Il Streets.

MAIN STREET.

Full size Cup and
Saucer, worth ¢ a
set, only & set—

40¢

Semi China Cup and
Saucer, thin and
dainty, mn & set—

658¢c
Pretty flowered Cup

and Eaucer, cholee of
four styles, oaly, a

set—
68¢c

Mush or oatmeal
Bowis, onlp—
6o

: :Vr::n or MUk Pitch-
d Fen
@ Obleng Vegetahle
=

worth  1be,

Tllﬂﬁ.
CRANITEWARE.
TOYS,  TOYS.

G T

Best Vaseline
Ladies’ and ml-n'-n-—.........m Glase Eoud
50 Paper Napking for....c.c.cenveee...i@ o,

Lace of all kinds ...... cosee . 2C WP
€ domen Agate m....._.........te
Corset Clasps (good) ....conveno.oo i
Hose Supporters, all ..........10-
Stylhh WD 75 oo an oo ‘wamdbns saye.
Falr Pias RS v—" R
Fancy Shell Combe -.........He ® Iic
BKIrt BIBOIMG ‘o . . qoco os0ersoneeranssedi
Erobroidered Hipderchitte Se
Halr Combs ......c0000 vennnan
2 Spoois Iocmh ......
Darning Cotten ....ceces .........ttr S0
Pioish Brdd

Giass Stand Lemps

———nas e

o mewangaee OO

Large cssrampnssacc PR
Vegetable Dﬂnl Aoty iamngs A
¥ruft Jar Rubbers... cn...d Se
Milk Pens ....accovee sosesacs to: Sc

Alk Stradners ,oeeevee

e s cmenr et

¥e

Tin Drinking Cups ..c...ce.....2 for be

Potato Mashers c.ce cwsevnccensce. i
Toasters

Dread A ———
RER BOATETS .oovvsstues sowew B0 $0 1€
F S T ———— ) m-.
Hand Broshes ... ..... coccsccccsans.
Tes and Cofee Strainers. .. ... 3¢ bme
Temon Bqueesers ........ eseventupes
Pest Sewing Machine Off ...........bc¢
Pirh PP T p—
)—qm aeesscoaquen ae qoenn 10
Chalr Seats ...... secssenascas B8 W Tie

Flat Iron Han®es cccceecercorenes. .. 1l
Clothes LINe seecesse sercncictrecanesiC
£hoe Stﬂm encmsnees aod
R™dons .

@azen for Sc

e 2 el
you.

We will Look for You.

of a
Doubt

The VERY BEST of Ready-
to-Wear Garments at the
LOWEST POSSIBLE PRICES

,is the constant aim of this

This Fall our Stocks are Particularly Interesting, and we are safe in the assertion
that there never has been such a Complete and Varied display of FINELY CUT,
FINELY TAILORED and PERFECT FITTING Clothing in this or any other city.

Men's Fine Fall Suits,

Made of Snappy, Stylish, Up-to-Date Mixtures and Weaves

(also plain and fancy Worsteds and Cassimeres).

range from—

Prices

$12.00 to $25-00

The Siegel Clothing Co.,

61, 63 and 65 Main Street.

Husler’sFlour

That’s all,



